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LOVE any WAR, &c. 


5 C H OR YR 


Wur EN . invites vs, 
No danger alarms, 
When honour excites us, 
No pleaſure has charms; 
Tho' beauty enthralls us, 
Her raptures we fly, 
When bright glory calls us 
To Domguee or die. 


His country requiring, nor wit, wine, nor love, 
The heart of a ſoldier from honour can move. 
T ho' beauty may charm * his bord decds 
proclaim, 
Who fighs for his . yet will bleed for 
his fame. 
” O N G. 


6 . — 


wr ome owe ee .. .. 


(#1 
SONG. 


Lucy, 
WHEN hope to raiſe the drooping heart, 


With flattering proſpects points the ſcene, 
Weak is the bliſs ſhe can impart, 


For hope is ever mixt with pain. 


11. 


Around the couch with roſes ſpread, 


Where the ſweet nymph reclines her head; 


5 Stil her pale ſiſters doubt and fear, 


With wen . flutter | near. 


s | ON G.- Maria. 


YET know that pity 's render Gghs 


Can this ſofren'd boſom ſwell, 


: For when one faithful lover dies, | 


Thus I ring his knell : 
-- Farewell, farewell, 
Ding, ding, dong, bell. 


But when another ſwain appears, 


Doom d to fill the vacant place, 


1 dry my eyes, for conſtant tears 


Serve but to ſpoil the face. 


SONG. 


b 


. 


S Oo N G. 


-Farquahar. 
IN Carlow town there liv'd a maid, 

More fair than flowers at day-break ; 
Their vows contending lovers paid, 
But none of marriage dar'd OW 

Still with a ſigh, 
_ "Twas Oh, I die! | 
Fach day my paſſion's ſtronger : | 
When ſprightly Nancy ſtraiglit would lay. 


Tou'll die, dear fir, the Irith way, 
To live a litele longer. 


= 5 


| At length grown jealous, Venus cries, 
| This pride is paſt all bearing; 
And ſtraight ſent Mars down from the ſkies =, 
In from of Capt. Daring. 
P. irſt wih a ſigh, 
He cried I die— — 
TC he god found paſſion ſtronger: 
And ſprightly Nancy ſtill did ſay, 
7ou'll die, dear fir, the Iriſh way, 
| To live a little longer. 5 
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III, 


At length, like ſoldier bold he preſs'd, 


And quickly ſaw by Nancy 


The ſnow was thaw'd all in ber! breaſt, | 


A ſoldier caught her fancy: : 
With downcaft eye. 
She breath'd a ſihg, 


| Her paſſions ſtill grew ſtronger; 


Tim Nancy was oblig'd to 0 


I' die myſelf the Iriſh wax, BY 
To live a little Tn” F- il 385-e5tÞ " 
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SW EPE 1 the Viackbird's Ahiſled note, 


Sweet the thruſh's mellow ſong; 
While the w 00d-lark's liquid. throat | 5 
Pours the warbled ſtrain. along, | 
IN ect the muſic of the vocal grove, 4 

Sweerer the voice of her | love. 


nN. 


SON o.. | 


K EEP off if you vex a woman, 


Till ſhe gives her paſſion vent; 8 


In her fury ſhe ſpares no man, 
But her tongue goes click and a; "op 
Click, click, clack ; and ticka, ticke, tack, 


Ts "Til ren rags in noiſe | is ſpent. 


| . 


Women, when the fidgets ſeize 'em; | 


7 MW 


Ride one kke x founder'd Nag: 


They are gentle, 'cill you teize em; 


Then their tongue goes, click and clack; 
Click, click, clack; and ticks, ricke, tack, 


| Till 5 it can no longer wy 


DUETT. 


Greg. 


8 


—Gregory and Suſan. 


SU SAN, will you love me? 
No, no, no: 


Surely you have impudence all * 


dence exceeding. 


Lou muſt kiſs me, Suſan. 
No, no, no: 


Marry ſet you up, Sir, 1 prithee let me 
80; 


Think not that one of my breeding | 
Ever will deſcend ſo low. 
. Stay, my dear, you muſt not go; 


Come, this anger all W 


Greg. 


Sure I know you love me. 
No, no, no: . 
You'll ſee, Mr. Simpleton, what | it will 5 


e 
Let us kiſs and friends then: 


No, no, no; 
Never, never; Lord, bow can you 


teaze a body ſo? 


| EN D 0 7 | ACT TH E FIR ST. 


Co O M E a PO ye. tots 
Who lead unhappy lives, 


US. 


"Whoun bailiffs hunt, or duns moleſt, 


Or ſcolding wives. 
To the ſtandard all advancing, 


Drink i in plenty, ſinging, dancing ö 


The drum calls away, 
_ My lads no dra ſtay. 


ro the ſtandard, cc. 


11. All 


11. 


All ye to cruel maſters 
Bound in ſervile chains, 
Who make you work 
Like Jew or Turk, . 
And ſtarve you for your pains. 


To the ſtandard, Ke. 


| DUET Tu——Lag and Seb 


IF. you would ha what pain it is to part, 
_ Aſk, aſk, this bleeding heart, 


That almoſt breaks when I muſt leave thee ! ! 


To you I'll ſtill prove true till death, 
And then I 11 ſpend my lateſt breath 


In ſighs, my Ive, that I muſt leave thee. 


A EB, 


(15) 


* 


GENTLE Lover, ah! turn thine „ 

Nor at me aim the ſure piercing dart! f 
Ye breezes, ah! waft the fond ſign 

To her who lays claim to his heart. 

( 7 * to r ) 


4 


4 
Charm, W ſor ever; e 
How! Me? No,. never! „ 
„ dog 
Ceaſe, fond youth, _ me o- 


©4 


80 Thee,” to honor the May, A 
Ever nice in the flowers that he 2 

| A ſweet briar wou'd pull by the way, | 

As ſtrerching to gather the roſe. 
8 charm for ever; 
How! Me? No, never! 

Ah, no! ah, never! 47 7.8 

. eaſe, fond youth ro—pleaſe a me efo— 


— 


QU AR. 


_ — — — 
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(16) 


QUARTET T 0. 


Farquar, Sai, "_ Maria. | 


; WITH mirth and good humour, a dance, and ; 


24 ſong, 
Let the eve, like the morn, glide with pleaſure 
along, 


And night from our boſoms all cares ſhall 


remove, 


Bur the ſweeteſt of cares—the fofe tumults of 


love. . 


e 


05 regory.. 


POUNDS, Ranings, pence, and farthings, 1 : 


Have at my fingers end, 
And how to ſell and how to buy, 
To borrow, or to lend; 
But this, tho' I ne er went to ichool, 
My pate has run upon, 
Addition be my golden rule, 
Ha! Dot and carry one. 


II. 


At loſs and gain a ſcholar good, 
Right early was I taught 


| To gain of guineas all 1 cou'd, 1 


Io loſe—the devil a groat; 


For fractions and diviſions, when 


They practice {word and gun, 


bubrra® myſelf I will—and then | 


Ha 1 Dot and * one. 


„ 


5 tur words no more I'll numerate, : 


And thus ſum total lies: 


, If war no more I'll ſing, or prate, 1 


Reduction L'Il deſpiſe; 
nd, if cockade and roguiſh eye 
Has not my Suſan won; 


ſhe's reſolv d to multiply, _ 


Ha! Dot, and carry one. 
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( 18 ) 


DUETT. 


Mar. Dear Sir, 


Lucy. 1 Good Sir, 


5 Some tender pity take; 
i ee Forgive the guilty father, 
Mar. If for his daughter's fake, 


Lucy. Behold the gen rous lion ſpare 


The beaſt that he s laid low; 


Mer. Then, like your lion, oh! forbear 24 


1 To ſtrike a fall'n foe. 
Beth. Soft Mercy, in a radiant beam, | 
Bos Flows from the heav'nly throne. | 


QUARTETTO. 


All. Soft M. erey, in a radiant 3 
Flows from the heav nly throne; 
And ſnines the brighteſt, faireſt gem, 
That deck's the Monar:h's Crown. 


FINALE 


FINALE. 


PEACE, mild Peace, on Seraphs wings 


Wafted o'er the diſtant main, 


: Every bliſs propitious brings, 
EE: 


Pleaſure ſporting i in her train. 


. War and frantic 00 3 55 


Ceaſe to ſpread deſtruction round; = 
Drums redouble, trumpets ſound, | 


To the welcome voice of Peace. . 


THE END. 


* 
. 
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